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​​Introduction: Echoes from the Unseen
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There are moments in life when something shifts — a flicker behind the veil, a whisper you can’t quite place, a dream too vivid to forget. These stories are born from such moments. They are inspired by real encounters, dreams, and phenomena that shaped my understanding of the world beyond the visible.

While the name Layla appears in each chapter, the emotions, sensations, and journeys are deeply personal, the names and specific details have been altered to respect privacy and maintain a sense of narrative flow. This is not a traditional memoir, nor is it a work of pure fiction. It rests somewhere in between — a space where memory, mystery, and metaphor meet.

Some of these stories began as questions, others as dreams. All of them left behind echoes — after midnight, in waking life, in silence, and in fear. I do not claim to fully understand them. But I offer them to you with honesty and care, in the hope that they might awaken your own sense of curiosity, recognition, or wonder.

Whether you see them as metaphors of the psyche, evidence of something spiritual or simply strange coincidences — may these pages invite you to look just a little deeper. The veil flickers for all of us. Sometimes, it only takes a moment to see what's behind it.

––––––––
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Chapter One: Whispers In The Dark 
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Whispers in the dark
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No one believes children when they say they’ve seen something. But I know what I saw... and it wasn’t a dream. What I heard... wasn’t just the wind.

Layla was eight when her family moved into a rented house in that new neighborhood. It looked ordinary enough — freshly painted walls, tidy garden, white tiles that cooled our feet in the summer heat. But from the moment we moved in, something didn’t feel right.

Layla shared a room with her sister having two single beds. They were close, always whispering stories at night under the covers. But the night she woke up to the tug — a sudden, sharp pull of her blanket — she knew she was alone in what she felt.

She yanked the blanket back, the pull came again. Firm and deliberate.

Her sister was sound asleep. She could see her face in the dim light, peaceful and unaware. 

She froze, and then she ran to her parent’s room.

In a heartbeat, she was in her parents’ bed, trembling, trying to find safety. Her mother soothed her hair; her father was in deep sleep. “It’s nothing, Layla,” her mother murmured. “Just a bad dream, go back to sleep.”

The fear was too real. A cold, creeping dread that sank into her belly and refused to leave.

It wasn’t just the blanket. Every evening, while the family sat in the living room watching TV, Layla would hear it — the sound of a ball rolling across the house flat roof. Soft walking feet... tap... roll... then silence. Like someone — or something — was playing up there.

No one else heard it but Layla. She'd glance around, waiting for someone to react. But they never did. She told her parents about it, but they never believed her, “you are imagining things”, they say.

She started to doubt herself. Maybe she was really imagining things. Maybe she was just a strange child. 

There was something in that house that wasn’t asleep at night.

Later, Layla overheard the neighbors talking. A quiet whisper between adults: “You know someone died in that house before”
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